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Better schools make 
better communities 




TOO BAD I CANT 
HEAR OR SEE THE 
TEACHER. I COULD 
LIKE SCHOOL IF 
THEV'D ONLY &IVE 
ME A CHANCE. 




TELLVOUR MOTHER AND 
FATHER THEV CAN LEARN 
HOW OTHERS WON BETTER 
SCHOOLS BY WRITING TO - 
'NATIONAL CITIZENS COMMISSION 
FOR THE PUBLIC SCHOOLS 
2 WEST 4S"tS STREET , 
NEW YORK 19 NEW YORK 
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NOW, LADIES, FOR THE BEST RESULTS 
YOU MUST FOLLOW THIS RECIPE 
CAREFULLY? TWO CUPS OF SUGAR, 
TWO CUPS OF F 

EGGS 




ALU RIGHT, 
TESSM'LL^ED.ALL 
ONLY BE TWO 
HOURS LATE /FORGIVEN IF 
...THAT /you REMEM- 
DOESN'T A BER TO PICK 
MEAN YOU /uPAGUART 
HAVE TO \OF TURPEN- 
BLOW YOUR) TINE ON YOUR 
FUSEf /-'wAYHEREfl 
WANT TO RE- 
PAINT A BOOK- 
CASE 
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VOU GUYS, GO ON WITH 
^OUR WORK f I HAVE 
TO INSPECT SOME 
DETAILS NEXT DOOR? 
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Scarlet Stops the Show 



*/"\KAY," called Mr. Abercrombie. "Be back 
" on the set in twenty minutes in time for 
the show!" There were a scuffling of feet and a 
confusion of voices as Mr. Abercrombie lit his 
expensive cigar and leaned back comfortably 
in his cushioned chair. He felt good — in fact, 
he felt great,- and he'd feel even better than that 
if he sold the Sniff Snuff Company his new 
dramatic television show. He blew a round, thick 
ring into the air when "Yes Man" Malone dash- 
ed into the office. 

"B. A.," he announced nervously. "We need 
someone to replace the maid. She's walked out!" 

"Drat these temperamental extras/' he growled. 
"Get someone quick. The show goes on in a 
matter of minutes, and I won't have my one 
big chance ruined." 

"But who?" asked his assistant, rubbing his 
bands together anxiously. "It's hard to get some- 
one this late for just one line." 

"How do I know?" screamed the excitable 
Abercrombie. "Go out on the street! Pick the 
first girl you meet! I don't care who she is! Just 
be sure you have someone to play that part!" 

"Yes Man" Malone hurried out of the office 
with the assignment and ran toward the exit. 
The first girl he meets, that's what the boss had 
said, and that's exactly what he'd get — but what 
a girl! Luscious red curls, big, grey soulful eyes 
and a figure made-to-order. Scarlet OTool, the 
Look, the Shape, the Oomph— all rolled into 

"You," he said weakly. "Come with me." And 
with a firm grip on Scarlet's arm, he ushered 
her inside the studio. 

"Is this for a quiz show?" Scarlet asked in 
s low, sultry tone. "If it is, I'm not very bright!" 

"Bright, honey," he cried. "You're positively 
dazzling!" 

Scarlet had never been inside, a television 
studio before, and she was fascinated by the 
hustle of the cameramen, electricians, and set 
crew. She was so wrapped up in the sights that 
she automatically followed "Yes Man" Malone 
into a small dressing room where he handed her 
a maid's uniform, 

"What's this for?" she finally asked. 
"No time for questions now. I'll wait outside 
while you get into this little number. Remember, 



all you have to learn to say is: 'Dinner is 
served.' Don't forget." And with, that he slam- 
med the door. 

"Everything . set?" asked Abercrombie as he 
passed in front of the dressing room. "We only 
have a few more minutes, you know." 

"Oh, yes," breathed the faithful assistant, hap- 
pily wiping away the perspiration. "Couldn't be 
better," he added thinking of the hunk of pul- 
chritude on the other side of the door, and 
Abercrombie walked on smiling to himself. 

The maid's costume was short and Scarlet's 
legs were long, and it took "Yes Man" Malone 
several minutes - 



Abercrombie sat down in the control room 
feeling self-assured of the Sniff Snuff account. 
His show would be the year's stroke of genius. 
The first scene played beautifully, and he could 
picture his future sponsors now sniffing their 
snuff contentedly while, drawing up a contract. 
But the beginning of the second scene — some- 
thing happened! 

A gorgeous size twelve walked in front of 
the cameras. A startling redhead who only said, 
"Dinner is served," brought a burst of applause 
from every male in the studio audience. The 
cameramen applauded; the set crew applauded; 
the electricians applauded. Every male within 
reach of a television set applauded — all except 
B. A, Abercrombie who tore -at the last little 
patch of hair on his head. 

"I'm ruined!" he screamed. "That girl stopped 
my show! My great masterpiece of direction is 
ruined! Fire her! Fire 'Yes Man' Malone! Fire 
the whole cast!" Abercrombie sobbed bitterly as 
three happy faces opened the control room door. 

"We represent the Sniff Snuff Company," said 
one of the smiles. "Here's your contract!" 

"You mean you're still interested?" he asked 
unbelievingly. 

"As long as there's Scarlet OTool, sir," said 
the second and third smiles in unison, "we think 
there'll be a need for snuff!" 

Mr. Abercrombie felt himself falling in the 
direction of the floor. Only the fleeting thought 
of those lovely red curls and a possible late 
dinner date made the fall as easy as a feather's! 
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WHICH ONE PAID HUNDREDS OF 
DOLLARS TO TRAIN AT MY SIDE? 



He Man! 

Rex mailed me a coupon as below. He 
I a skinny bag of bones. Today he is lops 
I athletics, strength, business. 
I Larry Campbell paid me hundreds of doll; 
\ to train at my side years ago. Now you c 

start building into an All Around He W 
| right at home with these same progress 
P power secrets for only a few cents-just 




let's Go, Pal! I'll prove I can make yOU too 

^ALL-AROUND-HE-MAN 

fJk$T~~' or it won't cost you a cent— 

. * *»«^ 9 sa¥S Georqe FJowett- World's Greatest Body Builder 
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GIVE ME a skinny, pep 
" body~and I'll cram it 
some, bulging new muscle t 
will grow bug-eyed! ... I' 
sleeping energy of yours and : 
a high-powered motor! Man 
look different! You'll begin to LIVE! 
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